BARBARIAN STORIES

Norse eyes. She said: 'John Dobronas has an elder
brother with no tongue. They were too good friends
with the Emperor Michael/

'Oh, that's all forgotten!' said Euphemia Xiphilin,
jumping at the implied half-consent from Anastasia.
'Besides, anything of the sort would be considered in
the arrangements. We should see that your money
is secured to you in case of accidents. John himself
would be the first to realise that. Unless' - she
checked, and then went on in a rather different voice,
- 'if you felt a call. No one would stop you, though
there would be many to regret it. Anastasia - would
you rather choose the convent?'

They looked at one another. Anastasia called down
to her maids: 'Anna! Sophy! Bring me more candles!'
During the time they took to spike the candles into
the five-branched silver sticks, she did not answer
Lady Euphemia. Then she said: 'No, I do not feel
that yet. I cannot go out of life so quietly. In time,
Euphemia, in time. But a convent gives too long
hours for memory to stay peaceable. No. I accept
your John. After all, even yesterday, I could see no
future. What could we have done, he and I?'

'What, indeed!' said Lady Euphemia, *Oh? my
dear child, what a relief! Of course you are right.
The Varangian would have gone back to his own
barbarous kingdom sooner or later. It would have
been impossible to follow him there, to cut yourself
off from everything. Beyond Russia, even!'

'Oh yes, impossible/ Anastasia rose to trim the
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